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A study of ironic humor in poetry accomplished 
through a collection of poems which have as their unifying 
factor the experiences of the two main characters.  The 
intention is to generate recognition of the comic disparity 
between internal values and external experience.  The 
ironic tone is established within the controlled frame- 
work of poetic structure by the use of figurative 
language:  especially tropes and personification. 
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Because of the experimental and surrealistic nature 
of these poems, it is crucial to the reader's understanding 
that the two main characters be explicitly identified. 
They are: 
The Tiger-Striped Priest, commonly referred to as Ace. 
Ace is a muscular, earthy twenty-five pound tomcat.  A cat- 
of-the-world, he has orange and white stripes and thick 
protruding jowls.  His white whiskers spring upon the matter 
at hand with all the delicacy of a Sherman tank. 
The Paranoid Bride, sometimes presented as the narrator 
of the poems.  The bride is a sliver of night rain.  She is 
a magnetic recluse who pretends not to notice that people 
stare at her eyes.  Her eyes are deep-sea dark and glimmer 
with the illumination of strange sea creatures that never 
rise to the surface. 
Both the Paranoid Bride and the Tiger-Striped Priest 
are a reflection of two different but interlocking forms of 
knowledge.  The bride is representative of lunar knowledge, 
the knowledge of the subconscious mind.  Ace is representative 
of solar knowledge, the knowledge of the conscious mind. 
I. 
"You will begin by 




this is the time of night 
when all others are sleeping 
except fog and i. 
she is pregnant 
and i am long overdue, 
footsteps 
sound in another apartment, 
another hall 
they cross 
and criss-cross my mind, 
and time approaches the 
martyr hour. 
if it is passed, i will live 
another. 
within all my reasoned memory 
dwells down in some angry corner 
unborn space 
where names have never been 
all is confined to the gentle 
bleakness of nothing. 
only the dripping faucet presides 
over the black and white wetness 
of time passing 
as the unanswered stillness of 
time future 
presses  its   swollen belly 
against  the   bathtub 
and peers   in. 
THE BRIDE ADDRESSING HER GROOM 
your reflection unfurls across the floor 
star-spangled mayhem, 
of course, 
i've  confided in the walls, 
the doors, 
they've crossed their hinges. 
over and over i'm forced 
to hide them 
the windows 
so you won't stun them 
so you won't hurl out their light 
so you won't steal 
their light 
funny the way 
your sadism 
becomes you 
it glides besides your shadow. 
it runs when you call. 
i'm shut out 
from your darkness; 
and the small whipped balls 
of yesterday 
uncurl 
at my feet. 
THE PARANOID BRIDE 
it got worse, 
a lot worse, 
rumors pried 















embalmed like the spa 
in an old 
movie set. 
ace and i 
were calmly 
lingering over tea. 




tapped on the french windows 
to get in. 
"it's messy outside." 
"it's messier in," 
ace replied. 
"depressing, 
i was  bored," 





aggressive rose with 
a microphone 
tucked in its teeth. 
"Confess:" 




"To going around 
in the wrong circles," 










A nose violin 
pressed closer 
i stabbed it 
with a fork. 
"Subversive." it swore 














Before we get 
nailed in 






























































like a hot rattlesnake. 
"ah, seriously 
haven't you 




He fussed like 




a third try. 
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BITCHES BLACK/ BLACK UNICORN 
the witch 
the mother-god 
has brewed her potion 
black against the fever. 
Black turned stone 
then blacker again. 
By rows 
the possessors come 
trance-like step 
into their bodies 




and then a creature, there. 
17 
with hearse dark eyes 
and rabbi's hair, 
only a small few 
won't lose that blackness, 
i am one. 
i am one. 
in this corner, 
wearing white trunks 
a black russian madonna 
trapped in a boxing ring, 
waiting for the champ 
to gun home. 
a feather-weight madonna 
wrapped in a damp 
crotch-dark church 




with which you do it, friend, 
suck in air 
then out again. 
in a stretched hide 
men find intriguing, 
unicorn beautiful. 
a seamy side 
unicorns don't understand. 
time walks backwards 
on its hands 
if it should go. 








don 't sell it 
to another, God. 
it' s a little 
toe tight. 
it pinches hope 
like an anaconda 
it' s a little 
toe frayed 
to be worn again 
20 
II. 
'He reveals strength 
only in his toes." 
—I Ching 
21 
BITTEN BY SUBTRACTION 
hang on 
hang on tight 
to your disaster. 
clutch it 
in a delicate 
orang-outang 
embrace. 
till its yellow eyes blink 
till its yellow eyes wince. 
what would you be 
without it? 
how could you 
replace it? 




would the imitation do? 
would it fit right? 
fit like 
the old sleek white 
double-breasted disaster. 
the old stuff 
that neatly bites 
reality's split ends. 
all the ends retreat. 
they're 
uneasy. 
i am uneasy, 
i am uneasy, 
lord. 
in your day. 
i will not speak 
of your night. 
23 
the cozy way 
your hours hang 
sweating 
like sleazy vampires 
after raw meat, 




ace, my cat, 
his beefy jowls sagged 
in pudgy dismay 
scowls at the grocer. 
deadpan 
the grocer says 
he's got a plan 
to fatten lean cats, 
to flatten all kinds of disaster, 
24 
to stuff it 

















THE FAT BARGHEST* 
25 
"when the going gets 
tough; 






with their great grins 
squeezed in 
the shape of guns, 
grease the trigger, 
trigger off 
a rousing sneer 
for those sniggering heroes, 
those priggish pros, 




the oily masters of disaster. 
whoa, 
Hey! 
easy, little big eyes, easy. 
hang onto your rope, 
it's sprung a noose 
supposin 
it should stroll, 
unsuspectingly slide, 
down the wrong neck. 
heck, 
i'm no polecat. 
i ride 
in young reason's gang, 




a cat's got. 
27 










they're running from, 
they're gunning from, 
somewhere 
farther right. 
right from the grin of greed. 
and they aim to win: 
all your rights, 
all your wrongs. 
28 





to a frame-up. 
leave us 




THE VIRTUOUS VAMPIRE 
oh no. 
it's stuck again. 
slumped like a rusty drunk 




his cat-tail tucked behind 
a window-shade, 
rumbles out: 
we must make our 
favorite dump 
a donation. 






the unwelcome mat. 
he fusses, 
it's glum. 
it's got to see. 
it's got to go. 
but 
Misery 
has no eyes. 
Only hands, 
it thrusts out 
from its land 
of undoing. 
they wear 






at the office, 
our doorstep. 
they flick on 
a rumpus; 
knock beer cans 
on the floor; 
shock the neighbors; 
incite 
ace 
till he swears 





he blames you. 




who plague me with roses. 
when i'm 
impressed 




by dead shin bones. 
even those 
minus their meat. 
no 
no 
this fairy tale can't 
33 
begin to find 
or grow 
the neat, 
the right ending, 
i would depart, 
i would depart. 
if i could find 









am left frozen 





















in the mirror's 
i see 
american indian face 
back at me 




SLAUGHTER OF   ONIONS 
we  have  unlocked 
loose walls, 
slim walls 
that  slump 
into bowlegged space 
a sure sign of the season 
of inner grim, 
a sure season 
where every runyon 
emergency 
slams its door 
in your face. 
ever knocked 
door-to-door 
trying to reason 
37 
with an emergency? 
They won't listen. 
They never listen. 
Listen, ace 
i tell my cat. 
but he's more ornery 
than any runyon emergency, 
he yells. 
Hail, to the winner 
of the Onion King Contest 
spits stale snake seeds 
all over the floor. 
Every time you call. 
All the time you call, 
i can't sling him 
into this night, 
can i? 
this sly shapeless night? 
38 
this uneasy fey night? 
where dirty dreams rape 
sleazy stars? 
where high moons roam free? 
where wild blue yonders 
prowl in dim hallways? 
what if he meets a 
stray emergency? 
what if it follows him home? 
i have nothing 
to feed it. 
nothing to spare. 
nothing to spare, 
for you have eaten 
my days down 
ground my days down 
to one tense 
bare sigh. 
39 
and it beats 
obscenely against 
the sound of absence. 
40 
III. 












real holes. . 





shred of mist, 
disappear. 
42 






roll down upon the bedrock, 
roll down upon the mind-host, 
roll down Machu Picchu. 
hissed 
awake 
by their storms, 
the statue of Christ 
the Brazilian Christ 
raises his index finger 
flexes his index finger 
43 
the air clears, 
the lines flee, 
the shapes quelled 
by the rhythm 
by his rhythm 
there are rhythms, 












































in a convent. 
but 










of a plastered saint 





















strips of suffering. 
lines form, 
shapes deepen. 
On the march 



















Only lines form. 
Only shapes deepen. 






she is pretty. 








i arose this morning with a sense of doom 
in my head. 
as if the undone day 








my hopes have walls 





deliver me from walls 
or worse; 















his armor plated 
sofa. 
"a door's framed 
me before," 
he bawls. 










"not even if 
a sad-faced 
door 





by a pushy wall." 
"Doors are 
a menace. 











shove us into corners 
shove us into lives 






















THE FRENCH-FRIED BANSHEE 
Damn, 













your id's in a jam. 
57 
it was nailed, 
it was busted, 
he frets, 
"poor kid, 
bitten by a 




























... "A what?" 
"God! the 
moth-eaten minds 





"oh. . ." 
"Don't you 
understand? 
All the rules 
have 
left us. 










































recollection. . . 











i chatted gladly. 
63 ? 











the plush fountains, 
the pudgy parks, 




in the neighborhood. 
64 
hence, 
































in a cardiac arrest." 
